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your carriage to visit people and gather knowledge of the
world; but you never get out and walk. Sometimes artists
and poets and philosophers are among your guests. Milton
has his turn, and you have the same smile—and rather a
different respect—for the Russian ambassador."
She laughed merrily. "You mean I'm an incurable
amateur."
"I mean that your world's different from mine."
"I wasn't so very different when I was a child. My
father was poor and a writer."
He shook his head. "It's no good, Julie. Your father
may have been poor, but you lived inside the grounds of
Harbury House and I lived outside them. Shall I confess—
my mother's often told me that she wanted your father to
be my godfather, but she didn't dare to ask it—or, rather,
my father wouldn't let her."
"Why on earth not?"
"Because your father was the grandson of the old
Marquess and my father knew him as a publisher knows an
author. At least it began so."
"But, Lewis, they were friends—old friends."
"Afterwards. At first they were professional acquaint-
ances. 'It's always a mistake,* my father used to say, 'to
presume on a professional connexion. We shouldn't like it
if the grocer asked me to stand godfather to his son.' My
father's view was the old English one—that a man's class
is his own and that he should be proud of it."
Julie turned over the leaves of a book that was lying on
the floor beside her.
"What is more," she said at last, "I suppose my father
was only an amateur writer. A volume of scholarly essays
about once in six years." She sighed and smiled. "Oh well,
I suppose it's true. Perhaps I am an amateur. But need we
remember it so desperately? I could help you," she added,
raising her face to Lewis's, "if you wrote that book. There
are advantages even in being an amateur. I know about
furniture, I know the dress of the period—and china and
tilver, I know—or I know roughly and can find out more
accurately—what flowers there were in England then. I

